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Sonnet 40 


Author's Notes: 
The title is from Shakespeare's Sonnet 40, which ends: Lascivious grace, in whom all ill well shows/Kill me with 


spites, yet we must not be foes. 


The night was steaming in Los Angeles. All day the sickly haze of pollution hung over the valley, and at night, 
the moon was entirely blotted out. Don was on the prowl, dressed too warmly for the weather in a shapeless 
denim jacket and his tightest pair of leather pants. 


He was trying a new look. A bad breakup had seen him feeding her old love letters to a fire, sighing over each 
and every inkblot and badly misspelled word. Don was over her like Batman was over his dead parents. He'd 
grown out his hair, shaved off his stubble of woe, and hit the streets of LA, looking for a new love to make 


him forget the old. 


The sound of voices drew him toward a club with a burned out sign A group of twenty or so young people 
stood outside, each one an outline distinguished by the glowing red heart of their cigarettes. Sometimes a car 


would pass by, the headlights illuminating a face or two for a millisecond. 


Don tripped on the curb and just barely caught himself from going down. What the hell am | doing here, he 
wondered, smarting at the pain in his toes. He should've just stayed home and worked on a brokenhearted song. 
What did he think was gonna happen? Even if Don met a girl he liked, he got to bring her back to his hovel and 


offer her a gourmet meal of noodles and cheap beer. Crestfallen, he leaned against the wall of the club. 


"Hey baby, how about a smile--" An hand clamped down on Don's shoulder and the heavy weight of a man 
pinned him against the wall. Reeking breath struck his nostrils. 


"What the hell?" Don was outraged. "Get off me, man!" 


The other man seemed to startle, and Don realized that he must've mistaken Don for a woman. In the dark 
alley, with his longer hair curling winsomely around his face, it wasn't an altogether ridiculous mistake to make. 
The man took two fistfuls of Don's shirt and shoved him more forcefully against the wall. "You think this is 
funny, walking around like this, dressed like a little slut?" he hissed into Don's face. "Think you can fool a real 


man, huh? Well, fuck you!" 


Not wanting to take the brunt of his assailants wounded masculine pride, Don tried grappling with him. The 
man elbowed him in the jaw, nearly sending Don to his knees. He looked up to see a fist about to crash down 


upon him. This just took a turn for the worse. 


"Get off her!" A shadow slammed into Don's assailant. He went careening to the ground, and Don nearly went 
with him. He stumbled to his feet, grabbing for his aching mouth. Damn, what had happened? The guy who was 
about to beat him up was laying in the alley, groaning, with a stranger standing over him. Without hesitation, 
Don reached out, grabbed the stranger by the bicep, and pulled him after him. Their feet pounded down the 


pavement, Don's head pounding with every jolt. 


They ran until the burning in their lungs was unbearable. Don came to a stop and knelt, panting, his face 
between his knees. He tenderly felt at his jaw, even tried wiggling his teeth. He'd be bruised and sore, but at 
least he hadn't lost any teeth. He lifted his head and said to his stranger, "I guess | should thank you for 


saving my ass back there." 


The stranger was a skinny little thing, with a head of thick hair that stuck out in all directions. The only facial 
features Don could make out were one eye peeking through that hair, and the jut of his jaw. "You're a guy?!" 
said the stranger in disbelief. 


Don sighed. This long hair thing was not going to work out for him. The other heavy rock guys might could pull 
it off, but not him. "Oh, don't tell me you wanna beat me up too.” 


"No! | thought -- | thought that asshole back there was picking on a girl" The stranger had a soft voice, the 
kind of voice that doesn't get used much. Don wondered what his name was. He had a local accent.. why hadn't 


Don seen him around town before? 


"Yeah, well, you're not the only one the darkness played tricks on tonight," Don said, finally staggering to his 
feet. "That guy was trying to hit on me, and when he realized l'm not a girl, he took it out on my face." He 
rubbed at his sore jaw. 


"Are you all right?" asked the stranger hesitantly. He stepped forward, as though to get a better look at the 
damage. Obligingly, Don tilted his head back to give him a better view of his bruised and swollen face. 


"You should learn to fight," the stranger told him. 


Don could almost hear his Viking ancestors roar in outrage. "Hey, | had that situation totally under control. Any 


minute | was gonna kick his ass!" 


The stranger snorted softly and his one visible eye rolled. Don managed a lopsided grin and their eyes locked 
and held. They both went still and stared at each other. Don felt his skin prickle -- something about the way 
they looked at each other felt dangerous. How long can you hold eye contact with another person, each 
anticipating something neither can put into words? Don let his head roll to one side, and the stranger seemed 


to lean into him. 
How can eye contact be dangerous? 


A car horn blew at them. They jumped back, each on the opposite side of the street, and let a car pass by 


between them. 


The fragile moment between them was shattered. The stranger scratched at his head and mumbled, "I'll see 


you around sometime," turned on his heel and was gone before Don could even ask his name. 


A few months later, Don had clipped his hair to his shoulders and was at his usual haunt at the Starwood. 
There was a new band called Boyz -- they'd better not stay together and become wrinkly old men with that 
name -- with a hotshot guitar player. His name was George Lynch, someone told Don. George had close- 


cropped hair, coarse as horse's hair, and he didn't look anyone in the eye. 


They didn't recognize one another. There was nothing to recognize. The waif from the alley was gone. The 


skinny boy hiding behind his hair was gone. 


They were strangers to one another. 


